HONGKONG—MACAO
Ezekiel xxix: "But I will put hooks in thy jaws, and I
will cause the fish of thy rivers to stick unto thy scales." *
The Whites had a young fox-terrier. Mr. White put a
small piece of cake on the table, and asked: 'Do you want
it?' The dog cocked its ears but didn't move. 'Are you a
Catholic?' Mr. White asked it. There was no response.
'Are you an Anglican?' 'Are you a Presbyterian?' 'Are
you a Seventh Day Adventist?' 'Are you a Mormon?' Mr.
White turned to us proudly: 'Now watch. . . . Are you an
American Baptist?' The terrier jumped for the cake at
once.
'But did you notice', said Mr. White, 'how he nearly
made a move when I mentioned the Adventists? I'm kind
of worried about him.'
Next day was a brilliant warm spring morning. This is
the time of year when the coolies begin to discard some
of their heavy winter clothes and the lice, emerging from
the padding, seek other hosts. 'In the spring', the Chinese
say, 'the louse can fly,9
From the road outside came the continual pig-squeal
of wheelbarrows going past. To quote McClure, all Chinese
wheelbarrows squeak, because the squeak is cheaper than
the grease. Also, the boss can tell at once if one of his
coolies quits work.
At crack of dawn McClure had set off to visit a mission-
station somewhere to the south, riding Dr. Brown's push-
bike. McClure is one of the great apostles of the bicycle.
He trusts it over any kind of country, as other men trust
the horse. Dr. Brown maintains, however, that, owing to
the state of the roads, most of McClure's cycling is done
on foot. We were more than sorry to see him go.
Really, the proceedings of the Chinese are so mysterious
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